The T raged reef 
But heauen hath a hand inthcfc cuents, 

To whole hie will wee bound our calme content!* 

To Bullingbrooke are we fwornc Jubicfts now, 

Whofc ftate and honour I for ay allow. 

D« Here conics my fbnnc AumcrJc. 

Torke Auracrle that was 
Buc that is loft, for being Richaids friend: 

A id Madam, you muft call him Rutland nows 
lam in parliament pledge for his truth 
And laffing fcaltie to the newe made King. 

D«. Welcome my fbnne.who arc the violetsnow 
T hat ftrew the grecnc lappe of the new come fpring. 

Aunt, Madam I know non nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes I had as liefc be none as one. 

Torke VVel,beareyou wcl in this new fpring of time, 
Leaftyoubecropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford, dothefe iufts& trmmphshoUi 

Atm. For aught I know(my Lo. d) they do, 

Torke You will be there I know. 

Aum. IfGod preuent not,I purpofe fb. 

Tork^ What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofome? 
lfea,lookft thou palc?lec me fee the writing. 

Aum. My Loid>tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then who fee it, 

I will be (atifftcdjetme fee the writing. 

Aum. I do befccch your grace to pardon me» 

It isa matter of fmall confluence, 

Which for fbmc rcafbm I would not haue feene. 

Torke W hich for fomc rcafoas fir 1 mcanc to fee. 
Ifcarejfeare. 

Du. What fiiould you fcarc? 

Tis nothing but fame band that he is entredinto 
For gay apparrell a<*atnft the triumph . 

Torke Bound to himfelfe, what doth hee with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wifc,thou art a foolc, 
Boydctmefce the writing. 

Aum. 1 do befccch you pardon me, I may not fhew 
Torke I will be fausficd.ict me fee it I fay.* v , 


He pluck* 
it out of his 
bojome and 
nuclei it r. 


ten with 
his bootes* 


King Richard the fecond. 

Torke Treafon.foule treafon, villain e,traitor,flaue. 

■p» vVhat is the matter my Lord? 

Torke. Ho,who is within there?faddle my horfe, 

God for his mercy Iwhat trechery is here? 

Why, what is it my Lord? 

Torke Giue me my Bootes I fay,faddle my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, tnv life, my troth, 
jwill appeach the villaine. 

<J)h. Whatisthemattcr? 

Torke Peace foolilh woman. 

T>u. I will not peace, what is the matter Aumerlc? 
hum. Good mother be cor>.tcnr,it is no more 
Then mypoore life rauft anfwcre. 

D«. Thy life anfvvere? • 

Torke Bring me my bootes,! will vnto the King. 

D«, Strike him Aumerle,poore bey thou art amazd. ti^num e>. 
Hence villa ine, neuer more come in my fight. 

Torke Giue me my bootes I fay. 

D«. Why Yorkc what wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trcfpadc of thine owne? 

Haue we more fbnsjor are we like to haue? 

Is noemy teeming date druokc vp with time? 

And wilt ahou plucke my fairc. fonnefrdm mine age? 

Andtobbc mee of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not ]ike thee ?is he not thine owne? 

Torke Thou fond maddc woman, 

Wilt thou concealc this darke con fpiracie? 

A doozen ofthepi here haue tanc the facrament. 

And interchangeably fet downe their hands, 
i o kill the King at Oxford. 

Du. He fhall be none,wce!e keepe him here, 
i hen wfiat is that to. him? 

j woufd^ Wa ^^h womap,werc £wtntlc time* my fon# 

Hadft thou groand for him as I hauedone, 

°u wouldft be more pittifoll, - ’ ' 

ThUu ***** % «»ide,thou doft fiifpe^ • 

^ Xliaa^ becne difloyal to thy bed, 
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